THE  RACE  FOR THE   GTJADARRAMA  PASSES
still in the hands of the Reds, but I had plenty of adven-
ture on the way. We were by this time a small caravan,
as I had been joined again by M. de Jouvenel and also
by two American correspondents. We were told we had
been preceded just twenty-four hours before by a mobile
column which had for its task to secure the road and bar
the way to any Red advance from Madrid. We found
traces ojLthe movements of this column all along the road.
ITie Reds had in places tried to hold up its progress by
rhootmg from the houses, but the Nationalists had stormed
their way through, hardly stopping an hour anywhere.
Night was falling when we passed through Ateca, and
as many of the villagers appeared as sullen as some of those
near Saragossa, I decided that we had better stop at the
next place which offered us good accommodation for the
night. The other members of the little caravan agreed
to throw in their lot with me and to rely on my experience
of Spam in time of trouble, and so when we reached
Alhama de Aragon we ordered our chauffeurs to draw up
at the best hotel. We were favoured by luck, for none of
us knew the road and its possibilities Alhama is a well-
known watering place with sulphur and other medicinal
baths and a fine hotel. All of us enjoyed a hot bath—the
first for many days—and then we sat down to a dinner
served on white linen by a waiter in full uniform. It was
a welcome surprise.
I had another surprise an hour later as the waiter
brought me a card asking if I would take coffee with a
Monsieur M. Martin, a professor of Spanish in Paris whom
I had often met and who said he was travelling with
an English doctor, I found them in complete ignorance
of what was taking place, my fellow-countryman was
especially pleased with the bundle of different English
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